Billy  Taylor .  Here  we’ll  stay, 

Singing,  dancing,  frolicking  ; 
T’ant  the  time  o’  day 
To  be  melancholic  in. 
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Uillg  ®aj)lor. 

We  delight  to  contemplate  the  freaks  of  genius— to 
see  a  superior  mind  disport  with  these  familiar  unbend¬ 
ings.  Swift,  a  glorious  humorist,  and  no  mean  philoso¬ 
pher,  is  a  brilliant  authority  in  favour  of  facetiousness; 
and,  though  it  has  been  said  “  the  pun  that  Burke  en¬ 
couraged,  Johnson  scorn’d,”  few  had  a  readier  wit,  a 
more  lluent  tongue,  or  a  louder  chuckle  for  a  joke,  than 
the  great  moralist  himself.  He  could  recreate  with  a 
quibble  with  as  much  gout  as  he  rolled  in  his  arm-chair 
his  mind — 

“  Strain’d  to  the  height, 

In  that  celestial  colloquy  sublime. 

Dazzled  and  spent,  sunk  down,  and  sought  repair.” 

How  exquisite  is  the  Johnny  Gilpin  of  Cow  per _ a 

brilliant  light,  as  it  were,  shooting  athwart  the  dark 
profound  of  that  amiable  poet;  and,  to  compare  small 
things  with  great,  how  jocose  is  the  Billy  Taylor  of 
Sheridan,  a  whimsy  thrown  off  in  one  of  ‘those  joy¬ 
ous  moments  which  gladdened  the  heart  of  that  eccen¬ 
tric  geDius.  If  the  ballad  of  Chevy  Chace  deserved  a 
commentary  from  the  pen  of  Addison,  Billy  Taylor  may 
surely  claim  the  rites  of  criticism  from  the  humblest  of 
Aristarchs. 

The  temper  of  a  nation  is  known  by  its  ballads.  We 
are  islanders  ;  hence,  some  of  our  most  popular  airs  are 
°f  a  nautical  character.  We  are,  moreover,  a  people 
sanguinary  and  amorous  ;  we  delight  in  executions,  and 
m  the  tender  passion  ;  the  shedding  of  blood  is  arid- 
letter  day,  and  the  triple  tree  may  boast  as  many  merry¬ 
makers  as  the  ancient  maypole.  The  Muse  ( prose  has 
since  succeeded  to  the  honours  of  Tyburn)  was  formerly 
as  prompt  an  attendant  at  those  solemnities,  as  the  hang¬ 
man  himself;  the  last  dying  speeches  being  “  lisped  in 
numbers,”  and  chanted  to  tunes  full  (for  they  were 
synonymous  terms)  of  mirth  and  lamentation.  We  have 
“  The  Tailor’s  Courtship  to  Beautiful  Kate  of  Reading  ” 
Constant  Betty’s  Garland,”  “  TheYoung  Man’sResolu- 
tion  to  go  to  Sea,  by  reason  of  his  False  Love,”  “  A  short 
and  downright  Wooing  between  Roger  and  Joan,”  “  The 
Politic  Sailor,  or  the  London  Miss  Outwitted  ”  “  The 
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Leap-Year’s  Garland,  or  the  Young  Lover’s  Lamentation 
for  the  Death  of  his  Sweetheart,  who  was  barbarously 
Murdered”  &c.  &c.  and  innumerable  others,  ftom  the 
toe  uf  that  courteous  dame,  tire  Widow  Toye  down  to 
T.  Norris,  at  the  Looking-Glass  on  London  Bridge.  1  he 
ballad  of  Billy  Taylor  is  purely  nautical  :  *  describes 
the  effects  of  love,  jealousy,  and  revenge,  in  the  breast 
of  a  young  maiden  whose  gallant  has  played  her  false. 
One  of  its  chief  beauties  is  its  simplicity,  and  charac¬ 
teristic  appropriation  of  language -the  very  name  is 
familiar  and  endearing  :  it  is  the  “ Animula  blandula ,  the 
little  soul,  that  Pope  dwells  on  with  such  peculiar  com¬ 
placency.  Gay,  we  think,  fails  into  affectation  when  lie 
makes  Black-Eyed  Susan  exclaim— 


Tell  me,  ye  jovial  sailors,  tell  me  true, 

If  my  sweet  William  sails  among  your  crew  ! 

We  should  lose  all  association  of  the  “  madcap  Prince 
of  Wales  ”  were  we  to  substitute,  for  the  familiar  Harry 
and  Hal,  the  pompous  Henry.  Let  us,  for  a  moment, 
imagine  “  Tom  and  Jerry,”  elevated  into  Thomas  and 
Jeremiah,  “  Old  Ben,”  into  Mr.  Benjamin  Jonson,  and 
those  quaint  humorists  of  olden  time,  Tony  Aston,  Joe 
Miller,  Sam  Foote,  Ned  Shuter,  and  Dicky  Suett,  into 
Mr.  Anthony  Aston,  Mr.  Joseph  Miller,  Mr.  Samuel 
Foote,  Mr.  Edward  Shuter,  and  Mr.  Richard  Suett  . 

The  hero  of  this  ballad  is  well  described  in  the  open¬ 
ing  stanza 

“  Billy  Taylor  was  a  gay  young  follow, 

Full  of  fun  and  full  of  glee;” 

then  follows  the  declaration  of  his  passion,  with  a  word 
or  two  regarding  its  object : — 

“  And  his  heart  he  did  diskiver 
To  a  lady,  fair  and  free.” 

He  falls  a  victim  to  the  “  Liberty  of  the  Press”  : 

“  Four  and  twenty  stout  young  fellows,— 

Clad  they  were  in  blue  array, 

Caine  and  press’d  poor  Billy  Taylor, 

And,  forthwith,  sent  him  to  sea.” 

“  The  fair  Subject”  resolves  to  follow  him  : — 

“  Soon  his  true  love  followed  arter, 

Under  the  name  of  Richard  Carr  ; 

And  her  lily  white  hands  she  daub’d  all  over 
With  the  nasty  pitch  and  tar.”  * 


HEM  AUKS. 


Her  bravery,  and  the  accidental  disclosure  of  her  sex, 
are  finely  touched  and  delicately  hinted  : — 

“  When  they  came  to  the  first  engagement. 

Bold  she  fit  among  the  lest, 

Until  a  cannon  ball  did  cut  her  jacket  open, 

And  diskiver ed  her  lily  white  breast.” 

The  captain’s  question  is  brief,  and  indicative  of  his 
calling : — 

“  When  the  captain  coin’d  for  to  hear  on’t, 

Says  he,  *  What  vind  has  blown  you  here?’” 

While  the  maiden’s  reply  is  managed  with  such  nice  art, 
as  to  include  both  a  reproof  and  a  confession — 

Sajs  she,  ‘  I  come  for  to  seek  my  true  love, 

Whom  you  press’d,  and  1  love  so  dear  !’” 

He  inquires  the  name  of  her  lover  : — 

“  If  you  come  for  to  seek  your  true  love. 

Tell  unto  me  his  name,  I  pray.” 

How  exquisite  is  the  following  touch  of  nature  !  As 
Lear’s  unkind  daughters  are  ever  present  to  his  imagina¬ 
tion— as  Polonius  remarks  of  Hamlet,  “Still  harping 
upon  my  daughter”— in  like  manner,  “the  four-and- 
twenty  stout  young  fellows”  possess  her  mind,  their 
“  blue  array”  haunts  her  like  a  shadow;  she  therefore 
reiterates  her  lover’s  capture  in  the  same  breath  that  she 
discloses  his  name — 

“  His  name,  kind  sir,  is  Billy  Taylor, 

Whom  you  press’d  and  sent  to  sea  !” 

The  interest  of  the  story  rapidly  increases.  “  If  i— dost 
thou  torture  me  with  ifs?"  The  captain  puts  (not  pops) 
the  question,  in  the  terrible  sense  of  the  word  : _ 

“  If  his  name  is  Billy  Taylor, 

He’s  both  cruel  and  severe ; 

For  rise  up  early  in  the  morning. 

And  you’ll  see  him  with  a  lady  fair.” 

She  resolves  to  have  ocular  proof  of  his  perfidy  : — 

“  W  ith  that  she  ros’d  up  in  the  morning, 

Early  as  by  the  break  of  day — ” 

What  did  she  behold  ? 

“  And  she  met  her  Billy  Taylor, 

Walking  with  a  lady  gay.” 

Her  conduct  upon  this  trying  occasion  is  given  with 
great  spirit  and  abruptness  : — 

“  Forthwith  she  call’d  for  sword  and  pistol”— 
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The  supernatural  agency  darkly  hinted  at,  heightens 
the  terror  of  the  scene  : — 

“  Which  did  come  ( unlike  the  spirits  of  Giendower)  at 
her  command  !” 

She  is  not  long  in  putting  the  weapons  to  their  proper 

use — 

“  And  she  shot  her  Billy  Taylor, 

With  his  fair  one  in  his  hand.” 

The  approval  of  the  captain,  and  her  consequent  promo¬ 
tion  to  the  first  lieutenancy  of  the  Thunder-bomb,  con¬ 
clude  the  ballad  : — 

“  When  the  captain  corn'd  for  to  hear  on’t, 

He  trerry  much  applauded  her  for  what  she’d  done. 
And  quickly  made  her  first  lieutenant 
Of  the  gallant  Thunder-bomb.” 

On  this  tale,  “  so  sad,  so  tender,  and  so  true,”  has 
Mr.  Buckstone  founded  his  dramatic  extravaganza  of 
Billy  Taylor.  He  has  introduced,  with  considerable 
humour,  some  of  the  leading  topics  of  the  day  :  Shaks- 
peare  and  Der  Frieschutz  are  laid  under  contribution  in 
the  way  of  travestie  ;  while  the  most  ancient  and  quiet 
watchmen,  and  the  new  police,  come  in  for  their  share 
of  the  fun.  In  Hamlet,  the  owl  was  a  baker's  daughter 
— in  Billy  Taylor,  ihat  distinction  is  assigned  to  Mary 
Wagstaff ,  the  “lady  fair  and  free,”  excellently  played 
by  Mrs.  Fitzwilliam.  Carolus  Lanternius,  a  sometime 
Charley,  but  now  a  policeman  personified,  reproaches 
those  dissentious  dogs,  the  London  watch,  much  in  the 
same  strain  as  Coriolanus  was  wont  to  rally  the  “  common 
cry  of  curs”  of  imperial  Rome.  Mr.  O.  Smith  acted  this 
bornbastical  braggadocio  with  true  comic  effect.  John 
Reeve,  in  the  “  gay  young  fellow,”  with  his  falsetto,  ca¬ 
dences,  and  trills,  was  tragedy,  opera,  and  pantomime, 
run  mad. 

This  burletta  was  first  produced  at  the  Adelphi  Thea¬ 
tre,  November  9,  1829,  and  was  played  upwards  of  fifty 
nights  during  the  season. 
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Costume. 


WILLIAM  TAYLOR. — First  dress:  Boy’s  sky-blue 
jacket — nankeen  trousers — striped  stockings — shoes — 
red  wig — lay-down  collar,  tied  with  black  ribbon — boy’s 
cap.  Second  dress:  Sailor’s  shirt — white  trousers — 
straw  hat — very  long  tail. 

CAROLUS  LANTERNIUS. — First  dress :  Velveteen 
jacket — knee  breeches— ankle  jacks — red  nightcap — oil¬ 
skin  hat — watchman’s  coat.  Second  dress:  The  costume 
of  the  New  Police.  Third  dress  :  A  French  sailor — red 
shirt — trousers— leather  cap. 

CAPTAIN  FLATBOTTOM. — Naval  uniform  coat — 
buff  waistcoat — shirt — white  trousers — cocked  hat. 

OLD  NICHOLAS. — Suit  of  black — silk  gown — 
counsellor’s  wig. 

BROWN,  JONES,  and  ROBINSON — Costume  of 
the  smart  young  men  of  the  present  day. 

MARY  W AGSTAFF. —  First  dress:  White  frock — 
blue  waist-ribbon — white  pinafore — hair  in  a  crop. 
Second  dress  :  Blue  jacket  and  trousers — red  waistcoat 
— straw  hat. 

KITTY  SLIGO. — Fasionable  white  muslin  dress — 
French  curls. 


STAGE  DIRECTIONS. 

The  Conductors  of  this  work  print  no  plays  but  those  which  they 
have  seen  acted.  The  Stage  Directions  are  given  from  personal 
observations  during  the  most  recent  performances. 

EXITS  and  ENTRANCES. 

R.  means  Right ;  L.  Left ;  F.  the  Flat,  or  Scene  running 
across  the  hack  of  the  Stage  ;  D.  F.  Door  in  Flat;  R.  D.  Right 
Door  ;  L.  1).  Left  Door  ;  S.  E.  Second  Entrance  ;  U.  E.  Upper 
Entrance  ;  C.  D.  Centre  Door. 

RELATIVE  POSITIONS. 

R.  means  Right  ;  L.  Left  ;  C.  Centre  ;  R.  C.  Right  of  Centre  ; 
L.  C.  Left  of  Centre. 

R.  RC.  C.  LC.  L. 

%*  The  Reader  is  supposed  to  beon  the  Stage,  facing  the  Audience. 


Cast  of  tt)c  Cfjarartrrs, 

As  Performed  at  the  Adelohi  Theatre ,  Nov.  9,  1829. 


William  Taylor ,  familiarly  called 
Billy  Taylor ,  a  perfect  Gentleman , 
though  living  in  a  state  of  cannibal¬ 
ism,  viz.  upon  his  father — a  gay  }>Mr.  J.  Reeve. 
young  Fellow ,  attached  to  Mary 
Wagstaff ,  occasionally  to  other 
ladies  . 

Carolus  Lanternius ,  a  Watchman — 
afterwards  one  of  the  New  Police — 
afterwards  a  deserter ,  and  a 
traitor  . 


^Mr.  C).  Smith. 


Old  Nicholas,  familiarly  called  Old  \  t  „  „  .  , 
Nick — a  devil  of  afellow  afterwards  S  f  '  mi 


Kitty  Sligo,  a  suspicious  Character  .  Miss  Apjohn. 


Captain  Flatbottom,  of  the  Thunder- 
bomb  . 


:} 


Mr.  Gallot. 


Brown,  Jones,  and  Robinson,  of 
Spelling  -  Book  notoriety  —  now  / 
Young  Men  grown  up,  and  Com-  / 
panions  of  William  Taylor  .  .  .j 


Messrs.  M.  Har¬ 
nett,  Wilson, and 
Phillips. 


Ben  Blockhead,  a  Jack  Tar  .  .  .  Mr.  Sanders. 


Mary  Wagstaff',  a  baker's  daughter , 
a  Lady  far  and  free — afterwards  ( 
Lieutenant  Carr,  of  the  gallant  / 
Thunder  bomb . i 


Mrs.  Fitzwilliam. 


Watchmen,  Sailors,  Devils,  Waiter,  fyc. 

Two  Young  Ladies,  and  Sailors'  Lasses. 

A  Press-Gang,  by  four -and- twenty  stout  young  Fellows — 
eighteen  invisible. 
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First  TV. 
Second  TT 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  I.  A  Street,  l.s.e.—u  house,  l.,  with  a  baU 

U\l  sIwp,  :m  Me  front  of  which  is  written , 

2T,///  ’  B^KER’  a  &as~lamP  burning,  r.s.  b.— « 

watchbox  c.  M  bs  ic.-  The  symphony  for  the  assembling 
of  the  witches  in  Macbeth.  8 

Enter  a  Group  of  Watchmen,  r.  and  l. 

CHORUS  OF  WATCHMEN. 

AjR,  “  Witches  Chorus  in  Macbeth." 

Speak,  brother,  speak  ;  is  the  deed  done 
Long  ago,  long  ago. 

Alas  !  our  race  is  nearly  run. 

We  poor  watchmen  all  must  go,  must  toddle 
And  Bix-toot  rascals  must  our  places  take 
Many  more  changes  must  this  one  ensue 
Because  in  change  is  found  innovation,  too 
But  prigs  will  still  abound. 

And  every  house  surround  ; 
ihey  must,  they  will,  they ’shall 
1  heir  trade  pursue. 

And  become  worse, 

And  become  worse. 

Though  the  police  is  new. 

FVSt  ^ight hat  Say  y°U’  frieDds  ?~As  this  is  our  last 

Shall  we  not  drink  potations  double  deep  ? 

f  ef  th??i  Ay?  t(\be  sure  ’  and»  as  we  are  discharged 
Eet  the  thieves  plunder,  now,- we’ll  not  prevent  ’em 

For.nobody  udil  we  take  up  this  evening  ^ 

Third  W.  What  could  we  do  with  ’em  even  if  we  Hid  ? 
The  constable  of  the  night  is  at  a  ball ;  ’ 

The  keeper  of  the  watchhouse  down  at  Brighton  • 

And  all  our  brethren  muzzy.  8  ’ 

Second  W.  Then  we’ll  be  muzzy,  too.  We’re  ill  used 

Illt/Il  j 
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And,  as  we’ve  sorrows  given  us,  we’ll  drown  ’em. 

So,  three  cheers,  and  away.  . 

r The  Watchmen  give  three  cheers,  accompanied  by  then  in 

ties,  and  look  off,  R.  and  L.  Hurried  Music. 

Enter  Carolus  Lanternius,  l. 

Car.  What  is  the  matter,  ye  dissentious  dogs. 

That,  springing  your  old  rattles  in  your  hands, 

Make  all  this  riot  ? 

First  W.  You  will  ever  stick  by  us  ? 

Car.  He  that  will  stick  by  yon,  will  fool  himse.f 
Beyond  all  laughter.  What  would  ye-  have,  ye  curs, 
That  like  to  sleep,  and  watch  not?— The  one  hath  spoil  d 


you  ; 

The  other  makes  you  grumble.  He  that  trusts  you, 
Where  he  should  find  you  watching,  finds  you  sleeping  ; 
Where  watchmen,  snoozers ;  you  are  no  surer— no, 

Than  is  a  boat  rushing  through  London  Bridge, 

When  tides  run  rough  ;  your  watching  is 

To  see  that  thieves  do  thieve  the  thing  they  want, 

And  swear  that  others  did  it.  He  that  depends 
Upon  your  care,  but  walks  on  panes  of  glass, 

And  cuts  a  loaf  with  water.  Hang  ye,  trust  ye  ! 

AVho  every  minute  tumble  off  to  sleep, 

And  now  go  mad,  because  you  are  turn’d  off. 

What  is  the  matter, 

That,  at  the  various  corners  of  the  street, 

You  make  this  rumpussing  ? 

First  W.  Oho  !  you’ve  turn’d  your  coat — I  smell  a 
rat : 

You’re  promis’d  a  snug  place  in  the  police, 

And  so  you  come  against  us. 

Car.  Well,  I  know  that;  and  what  is  it  to  you, 

Hang  ye  ! 

You’ll  snore  in  your  boxes,  and  presume  to  know 
What’s  done  in  the  streets  here. 

[Rattle  heard  without,  R.,  and  a  cry  of  u  Watch  !  watch  !” 
Hark  !  there’s  a  lark  ! 

■  Tis  off  my  beat,  and  so  I  cannot  go. 

Run  ye. 

First  W.  I  shall  not  move. 

Second  W.  Not  I. 

Third  W.  Nor  I. 

Omnes.  Nor  I. 

First  W.  We’ve  had  a  lark  ourselves,  and  3wore  that  we 
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\V  ould  take  no  charge  to-night. — Come,  friends,  we’ll  go: 
The  public-houses  will  not  close  till  morn, 

And  wine  and  spirituous  liquors  are  so  cheap 
That  we  can  all  get  nicely  half  seas  over, 

And  see  no  sea  at  all— come. 

[Exeunt  It  atchmen,  L.  s.  E  ,  repeating  the  latter  part  of  the 
Chorus. 

They  must,  they  will,  they  shall 
Their  trade  pursue, 

And  become  worse,! 

Though  the  police  is  new. 

Car.  Here  is  Miss  W  agstaff’s  dwelling — she  whose  eyes 
Are  my  soul’s  lanterns — she,  who  looks 
With  eyes  of  favour  on  young  William  Taylor, 

And  scorns  her  Carolus  ;  but,  when  I’m  on 
The  New  Police,  and  mount  my  coat  of  blue, 

With  brown  one  over  that,  and  oilskin  cape, 

A  nice  new  hat,  and  one-pound-one  per  week, 

She  will  not  slight  me.  Hark  !  her  casement  opens — 
I’m  but  a  watchman  now  ;  so  I  must  watch  her. 

Enter  Mary  Wagstafp,  into  the  Balcony,  I.. 

SONG. — Mary  Wagstaff. 

AIR. — “  Who’ll  be  King  but  Charley .’ 

My  father’s  gone  to  knead  his  dough. 

My  Ma’  with  the  maids  to  parley, 

So  I’ve  stepp’d  out  to  look  for  my  love, 

In  spite  of  that  spiteful  Charley  ; 

Though  he  may  cry 
The  hour,  and  sigh, 

And  give  me  sugar-barley, 

With  William  dear, 

He  sha’nt  interfere. 

For  I’ll  not  marry  a  Charley. 

I  wish  he  was  in  the  whirling  wheels 
Of  the  water  works  at  Marie ;  * 

But.  the  new  police  will  soon  come  in. 

Then  out  will  go  the  Charley. 

Though  he  may  cry 
The  hour,  and  sigh. 

And  give  me  sugar-barley, 

He  with  my  dear 
Sha’nt  interfere, 

For  I’ll  not  marry  a  Charley. 

Car.  She  sings  of  Taylor,  and  don’t  think  of  me. 

*Mar!£  in  France  is  celebrated  for  its  water-works— but  by  no 
means  too  distant  a  place  to  go  to  fora  rhyme,  if  particularly  wanted. 

Printer's  Devil. 
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[ACT  I. 
wherefore  art  thou 


Mary.  Oh,  William  Taylor! 

William?  ,  , 

Be  not  a  gentleman,  but  some  honest  trade, 

And  I’ll  no  longer  be  a  spinster. 

Car  Shall  I  hear  more,  or  shall  I  take  her  up  . 

No  I  mean  down,  and  run  with  her  away. 

Mary.  Whatman  art  thou,  that  seem’st  all  coat  and  cap, 

Beneath  my  window  ?  ,  . 

Car.  T Crying  the  hour.]  Past  ten  o  clock 

Mary.  Oh,  it’s  that  watchman  ;  but,  past  ten  o  clock  . 

Is  it  so  late  1  Perhaps  he  will  not  come. 

SONG.— Billy  Taylor.  (Without.) 


Women  and  wine 
Are  all  my  joy  I 
Kiss  every  lass — 

A  kiss  ne’er  tires  us, 

But  fires  ns, 

And  finds  us  full  employ. 

Mary.  ’Tis  William’s  voice  !  But  how  extremely  wrong 

To  sing  along  the  street.  , 

Car.  Ha !  he  approaches— with  two  females,  too  ! 

If  Mary  Wagstaff  be  a  girl  of  spirit, 

She’ll  not  put  up  with  this.  But  let  him  come  ; 

I’ll  make  him  move  on,  if  he  loiters  here. 

I’ll  in,  and  watch.  [Goes  ivto  his  box ,  c. 

Enter  Billy  Taylor,  r.,  with  a  Lady  on  each  arm 
SONG  — Billy  Taylor. 


Air, — I  have  Pluck'd  the  Fairest  Flower. 

I  have  had  a  pint  of  sherry, 

And  I  feel  a  little  merry. 

Besides  a  nip  of  ale, 

Fat,  beautiful,  and  pale. 

I  have  had  a  pint  of  sherry,  See. 
On  these  good  things  I  thrive. 

And  my  spirits  keep  alive  ; 

But,  as  water  I  ne’er  touch. 

My  constitution’s  such, 

If  "I  take  a  drop  too  much 
I’m  a  sad  young  youth, 

I’m  a  sad  young  youth, 

I’m  a  sad  young  youth  ! 

When  I  take  a  drop  too  much, 

I’m  a  sad  young  youth  ! 

Then  my  blood  is  in  a  flame. 

And  quite  agitates  my  frame, 

And  a  lip  I  love  to  press, 

Yet  I  do  so  with  address, 

Then  my  blood  is  in  a  flame,  &e. 


SCENE  ^  «ILLY  TAYLOR. 

Ill  manners  are  my  scorn 
1  a  genUeman  am  born  ;  * 
gtiU  I  wish  not  to  deceive  — 
p>’  to  *?**  >ou.  give  me  leave, 

Ly  u,y  ,0oks  you’d  not  believe 
1  m  a  gay  young  youth, 

1  m  a  gay  young  youth, 
t  m  a  gay  young  youth  ! 

^ymy  looks  you’d  ne’er  believe 
1  m  a  gay  young  youth  1 

i  ..if  r 1  abcut ! 

1W»‘LT "  See  SOme  f“»  :  b“‘  t'ence.  I  p^’  you  _ 

I  ve  business  on  my  hands.  ^  y  y  ’ 

Wre  nfar  o.w  ho’  WC  do  wiah  to  interfere. 

jJVZ  hG°om„d’  na“gdht8?a11  ba  af’aid 

Second  L.  Good  night,  young  gentleman  ! 

m‘1  frwen  1  Pfrti”S  i*  such  sieet^i""'”' 
Mai y.  [Leaning  over  the  balcony.]  Ahem 

How  often  haye  you  said  those  words  to  me 

%ar[e  ;°„u"K'.]  Ah’  brigbl  Ma^  '-Bto.  m. 
It  can’t  be  ten  o’clock—my  watch  is  right 
Wh^n^h?/3  !  ‘  find  IVC  '°3‘  wWh. 

ToTose  your^watch^"11^  y°U  mU9'  haVe  be“ 

yfSlliU'  V™”?  al<?ne  in  my  misfortune,  love  • 

LoiuJon  s  lost  its  watch.  ’  * 

Mary.  Don  t  think  to  turn  it  nfFin  tha*  t 
I  am  ashamed  of  you  ;  I  knew  that  you  y  mannCr  : 

Y„eu  on  M°,  nmtb  and  «lee>  b«‘  "ever  thought 
Y,m  could  be  such  a  gay  young  fellow.  6 

F.f  1  ‘  “  «... .... 

« »•“  asKA-s»*ar  * 

He  women  can  but  wink.  y  us’ 

by  yonder  shining  gas,  I  swear 
That,  lights  the  street  on  both  sides  of  the  way 
Never  to  do  so  more.  y’ 
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billy  T  AY  LOU. 


[<tc  r 


r£&.%  ™t,  out 

Sa.[?S^W^ you  that  darc 

Thus  to  address  me  : 

Car.  A  philosopher. 

Ca^  Utudy  to  discover  the  perpetual  motion  ; 

And  therefore  I  do  make  all  men  move  on— 

And  women,  too,  when  I  do  find  them  standing 

About  the  streets.  .  „  ..  rnat  thou 

Billy.  Why,  thou  pernicious  pump,  thou  c  , 

Thou  farthing  candle— poppy-headed  knave--^ 

Thou  feeble,  creeping,  crying,  Chariey 

Thou  cockney  glow-worm  of  our  London  streets 
How  darest  thou  talk  to  me  . 

Hence,  paltry  groom ! 

Mv  temper  vou  may  move — my  person,  never. 

MarvP  There’ll  be  a  dreadful  combat,  for  they  hate 

Each  other  mortally.  I’ll  &et*D%pp<^  from  the  balcony. 

Watch  fwateh  !  me  Charley  ?  1 "  ^^nghTraul'. 

Billy.  Ha,  ha!  Weak  fool. 

Think  you  to  find  a  man  upon  his  beat, 

On  such  a  night  as  this  ?  Unhand  me,  slave. 

Car.  I’ve  caught  you  caterwauling  in  the  street, 

And  that’s  a  month  at  Brixton. 

Billy.  I  tell  thee, 

Though  I  have  never  learned  to  box  ot  t.rit), 

Nor  e’er  set  to  for  pence  with  valiant  Scroggins 
Yet  have  I  in  my  double  fist  a  blow, 

Shall  out  and  floor  ye.  _  T  1 

Car.  You  cannot  help  yourself;  for  I  am  arm  <1 
With  stick  and  lantern,  and  you  are  without. 

[Mary  returns  to  the  balcony  with  a  slick. 

Mary.  Here,  William,  here.  [ Handing  the  stick  to  Billy. 
Billy.  Behold,  I  have  a  weapon— 

A  better  never  won  at  single-stick 

A  shilling  prize.  .  .  ,  , 

Car.  I  hate  thee,  William,  for  thy  love  to  W  agstaff 

And  I  will  fight  with  thee  in  such  a  cause, 

Until  these  two  arms  can  no  longer  wag  stall. 

Billy.  A  rump  and  dozen  on  the  action,  both. 
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SCENE  I.] 


Car*  A  £enteel  bet— here’s  to  decide  it. 

[They  fight  the  combat  from  Aladdin — at  the  end  of  which,  Ca¬ 
rolus  is  knocked  down  insensible. 

Billy.  What !  can  the  rowing  blood  of  Carolus 
bink  in  the  pavement  ?  I  thought  it  would  have 
mounted. 

Down,  down,  to  Coventry,  and  say  I  sent  thee  thither. 

Mary.  My  valiant  William,  I  must  in  to  rest: 

My  father  calls  me  :  so  at  what  o’clock 
Will  you  look  up  to-morrow  ? 

Billy.  At  nine,  precisely. 

Mary.  Tis  a  whole  year  till  then.  Farewell. 


DUET.  Billy  Taylor  and  Mary  Wagstaff. 


Billy. 


Mary. 


Billy. 

Mary. 

Billy. 

Mary. 


Billy o 

Mary. 

Billy. 

Mary. 
Billy . 
Mary. 
Billy. 
Mary. 
Billy. 


AlR?  “  See  from  Ocean  Tlising 

See,  from  gas-lights  burning. 

Bright  shine  the  lamps  of  night; 
From  my  lips  the  sweetest  songs 
Shall  slumber  to  my  Mary, 

Quick,  quick  excite. 

Though  from  gas-lights  burning, 
Bright  shine  the  lamps  of  night. 
Oh,  it’s  the  time  for  parting, — 

’Tis,  indeed,  my  Billy. 

Pray  let  me  stay. 

Tis,  indeed,  my  Billy. 

Pray  let  me  stay. 

Though  you  sing  the  sweetest  songs 
To  excite  my  slumbers, 

’Pon  my  life  !  ’pon  my  life  ! 

Yet  you  must  not  stay. 

Sweetest  life!  sweetest  life  I 
Yet  I  wish  to  stay. 

Don’t  be  long  retiring, 

Pray  obey  I 

If  such  is  your  desiring. 

I’ll  away. 

Go. 

Yes. 

Go. 

Yes. 

Pray,  obey. 

I’ll  away. 


[Exit  Billy ,  r.,  Mary  into  the  house,  L .—Carolus  rises,  rubs 
his  head ,  and  looks  about  him. 


Car.  He’s  beat  me  on  my  beat !  I’ll  have  revenge- 
But  how  ?— I  recollect :  I  had  an  aunt— 

A  maiden  aunt ;  though  old,  she  was  a  charmer 
And  one  could  almost  read  the  thickest  book.  ’ 

And  could  upon  occasion  raise  the  devil-- 
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[ACT  I. 


I  mean,  th’  old  gentleman — she  taught  me  how  ; 

And,  though  I’ve  never  tried  it,  I’ll  try  now, 

And’ work  young  Taylor’s  ruin. 

[Freischutzi  an  Music. — He  goes  to  the  watch-box,  j  etches 
a  saucepan  and  a  bag,  takes  out  a  quantity  oj  turnips,  and 
arranges  them  in  a  circle — stamps  thrice  with  his  foot— a 
charcoal  fire  rises,  upon  which  he  places  the  saucepan,  and 
produces  his  ingredients  from  the  bag. 

Bogey,  listen,  while  I  mention 

Th’  ingredients  for  my  dread  intention.  [Music. 

The  knee-buckle  of  a  black  leg  ! 

[Puts  it  into  the  saucepan—  Music,  expressive  of  dice-playing. 
One  of  the  balls  of  a  pawnbroker’s  sign  ! 

[Music  plays  a  strain — “  Here  we  go  up,  up. 

A  bad  sixpence,  taken  at  the  gallery-door  ot  a  theatie  ! 

[Bin sic  gives  a  groan. 

A  lady’s  complexion,  lost  in  the  heat  of  a  ball-room ! 

[Music  plays  a  waltz — Carolus  dances  round  the  saucepan. 
The  bottom  crust  of  a  baker’s  dead  man  ; 

And  the  conscience  of  a  Marshalsea  attorney. 

A  variety  of  loud  and  strange  noises  are  heard  hideous 
transparent  faces  appear  in  the  scene — the  gas-light  burns 
blue,  and  Carolus  trembles. 

I  feel  a  little  timid— but  I’ll  brave  it 
Like  a  bold  watchman.  Nick  or  Belzebub, 

Or,  as  our  children  call  thee,  black  old  Bogey, 

Appear  ! 

[A  loud  clap  of  thunder,  accompanied  by  extraordinary  Music, 
and  Old  NICHOLAS  rises,  as  a  lawyer,  with  a  blue  bag. 
Old  N.  Why  am  I  summoned?  what  is  it  you  want? 
Car.  Miss  Wagstaff’s  heart  and  hand. 

Old  N.  What  else? 

Car.  The  quick  removal  of  young  William  Taylor. 

Old  N.  Sign  a  cognovit,  that  in  one  year’s  time 
You  are  my  property,  and  you  have  your  wish. 

Car.  Hence,  fiendish  usurer  !  you  cannot  say 
That  is  a  fair  per-centage. 

Old  N.  If  you  be  married,  why,  in  one  year’s  time, 
You’ll  crave  to  come  to  me,  to  leave  your  wife. 

Well,  then,  say  two,  or  three,  or  six — 1  care  not 
The  end  will  come. 

Car.  Six  is  more  reasonable  :  I  do  consent. 

Old  N.  Then  sign. 

[Music. — Two  Imps  appear,  one  with  a  large  pen  and  scroll, 
the  other  with  an  ink-bottle. 


SCENE  I.] 
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Cnr  pi u!??"*  i,le  h0nd']  Foh  !  how  S'0"  <™ell  of  sul- 

oTu'n.  [laughing]  Ha'hM  ?ha"‘"  Im’,S  vmUI}' 

cauo-ht  ^  J  ,na’ha<  Hovv  soon  a  man  is 

^as  a  ™5v?liS  tl,P  bai‘-  Listen’  b»ld  Carolus  : 
d  young  woman,  will  delude 

Taylor  away  from  Mary,  make  him  groggy 
Then  press  him  off  to  sea.  }  * 

C‘"'cholas!‘JrfU"y  CleVer  ''  BU‘  tel1  n,e’  ancient  Ni- 
Can  you  become  a  woman  ? 

Okl  N.  Behold  !  [Throws  a  somerset  off,  l..,  to  Music. 


hnter  Kitty  Sligo,  l.,  tripping  on,  to  a  pantomime  air. 
SONG.— Kitty  Sligo. 


Aik,— “  The  White  Cockade." 


Though  once  I  was  old  Nick,  d'ye  see 

y°ung  won,an  now  can  match  with  me  • 
1  ve  curling  hair,  and  a  roguish  eye _ 

And  the  girls  will  all  be  jealous  when  I  am  by 
But  though  so  lovely,  yet,  you  know,  3 

I  must  quit  this  3hape,  and  go  below, 
ijut,  to  your  comfort,  you  must  be 
In  six  years’  time,  a  lodger  with  me. 


Car.  I  am  enchanted  ;  and  could  love  you,  too 
-Did  I  not  know  vou  Whaf  sh  ill  ^  y 

KUiu  Kofi  -  ci  r  bdJ1  be  y°ur  name  ? 
tlitti/.  Katherine  Sligo  I  propose  to  be. 

Hark  ye,  friend  Carolus:  Taylor  is  now  siugino- 
A  song  or  two  at  a  convivial  party  •  ° 

I  11  join  him  there — make  him  prove  false  to  Marv  • 
And,  when  he  hath  discussed  of  rum  and  water  3  ’ 
Tull  four-and-twenty  tumblers,  he  will  be 

A  tumbler,  too  ;  and  then  shall  four-and-twenty 
Stout  young  fellows,  clad  in  blue  array  *  J 
■Knter  the  room,  and  press  him  off  to  sea 

Gr'thee--SlyyOUnSWOmankind’  how’m”ch  I  honour 

How  much  more  clever  are  you  than  you  look  ! 

II  join  the  press-gang,  see  him  safe  aboard. 

And  then  return  j  and  with  my  first  week’s  wa°-es  - 
In  the  New  Police,  I’ll  buy  my  charming  Mary* 

A  new  pelisse ,  and  win  her  heart  for  ever. 

Kitty.  Then,  at  the  cider-cellar,  in  an  hour  hence 
I  shall  expect  you,  Carolus.  Farewell. 
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[ACT  I. 


SONG. — Carolus  Lanternius. 

_ «  Oh,  no,  we  never  mention  her. 

Oh,  no,  I  must  not  mention  it, 

This  act  must  secret  be  ; 

For  should  Inspector  Smith  but  know. 
He’d  turn  his  back  on  me. 

But,  like  great  Faustus,  I’ll  be  gay 
All  in  my  coat  of  blue. 

My  air  and  grace  shall  win  all  hcaits 
And  Mary  Wagstaff’s,  too. 

Perhaps  I’ll  keep  a  pony  chaise 
And,  when  off  duty,  ride 

To  Primrose  Hill  or  Hampton  Maze, 
With  Mary  by  my  side. 

Suppose  Miss  Wagstaff  should  turn  ouf 
A  little  devil,  too 

Then  I,  alas  !  shall  meet  my  fate. 

Ere  my  cognovit’s  due. 


[Exit,  l 


SCENE  II.— The  Interior  of  the  Cider-Cellar.  Tabic , 

glasses ,  3fc.,  c- 

Billy  Taylor  discovered,  sitting  at  the  table, 

W  drinki «g  rum  and  »’“* 

Robinson,  are  with  him ,  similarly  emplaned. 

Omnes.  Bravo  !  bravissimo ! 

Brown.  I  really  never  heard  a  better  song. 

Jones.  Sweet,  sweet. 

Rob .  ’Twas  beautiful :  his  silver  upper  tones 
Rival  Veluti’s  ;  and  I  never  heard 
A  clearer  high  note  strike  upon  mine  ear, 

Since  we  three  gentlemen,  Brown,  Jones,  and  Robinson, 

Were  flogg’d,  when  boys,  at  school. 

Jones.  And  like  a  trombone  are  Ins  lower  notes 
Billy.  [Rising.]  You  flatter  me,  my  friends  ,  but,  as  I 
please  you, 

And  being  in  a  warbling  mood  to-night, 

I  will,  like  some  great  actors  l  have  heard  ot, 

Encore  myself,  and  sing  my  ?ong  again. 

SONG. — Billy  Taylor. 

Air, — “  I'd  be  a  Butterfly  ” 

I’d  be  a  blue  bottle,  buzzing  and  blue, 

With  a  chuny  proboscis,  and  nothing  to  do 
%  But  to  dirty  white  dimity  curtains,  and  blow 

The  choicest  of  meats,  when  the  summer  days  glow. 

Let  the  hater  of  sentiment,  dew-drops,  and  flowers, 

Scorn  the  insect  that  flutters  in  sunbeams  and  boweis. 

That’s  a  pleasure  which  none  but  the  blue-bottle  knows,— 
’Tis  to  buz  in  the  car  of  a  man  in  a  doze. 
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SCLNli  II.] 

How  charming  to  hainit  a  sick  chamber,  and  revel 
O’er  the  invalid’s  pillow,  like  any  blue  devil  ; 

When  pursued,  to  bounce  off  to  the  window,  and  then 
From  the  pane  to  the  counterpane  bounce  back  again. 

I’d  be  a  blue  bottle,  buzzing  and  blue, 

With  a  chuny  proboscis,  and  nothing  to  do. 

But  to  dirty  white  dimity  curtains,  and  blow 
1  he  choicest  of  meats,  when  the  summer  days  glow# 

Rob.  Excellent,  excellent — the  song  I’m  pleased  with, 
Much  pleased  with  ;  ’tis  genteel,  too — founded  upon 
One  of  the  New  Bailey,  not  Old  Bailey  ditties. 

Enter  Kitty  Sligo,  quietly ,  r.,  and  seats  herself  in  Billy’s 
chair— he  is  about  to  sit ,  when  he  discovers  it  is  occupied. 

Kitty.  [Rising.]  I  beg  your  pardon — have  I  got  your 
seat? 

Billy.  Oh  dear,  no,  madam.  [Aside.]  What  a  lovely 
girl ! 

Really,  a  most  desirable  woman. 

I  never  saw'  such  wicked  laughing  eyes^ 

I  feel  quite  comical.  I’ll  speak  to  her. 

Madam,  excuse  what  I  intend  to  say  ; 

But,  if  you’ve  no  objection,  will  you  take 
A  drain  of  rum  and  water.  [ Offering  his  glass. 

Kitty.  Undoubtedly.  [ Drinking  the  contents  off. 

Waiter  ! 

Enter  Waiter,  l. 

Fill  me  this  glass  again — and  make  it  stronger, 

Much  stronger  than  the  last — more  sugar,  too. 
Politeness,  sir,  I  ever  did  admire  ;  [Exit  Waiter ,  l. 
And,  as  I’ve  drank  with  you,  you’ll  drink  with  me. 

Billy.  Upon  my  life,  l  know  not  what  to  say  : 

I  feel  as  if  I’d  ta’en  too  much  already, 

And  was  but  thinking  now  of  going  home — 

Though  I’ll  not  hurry,  as  I  have  the  key — 

The  blacksmith’s  daughter,  madam — look  you  here. 
Kitty.  Ah  !  I’m  afraid  you  are  too  fond  of  daughters. 
Billy.  It  is  a  weakness  that  I  cannot  conquer. 

Kitty.  But  man  should  never,  never  love  but  one. 
Billy.  Except  when  two  may  be  much  more  agreeable. 

Enter  Waiter,  L.,  with  rum  and  water. 

Kitty.  Here  is  our  grog. 

Billy.  [Aside.]  Politeness  tells  me  that  I  ought  to  paf, 
But  empty  pockets  tell  me  I’ve  no  money. 

What  shall  I  do  ? 
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Kitty.  Here  is  your  money,  sir. 

[Givmg  the  Waiter  sixpence . 

Billy.  Hold,  madam  :  to  my  score  I’ll  put  it  up. 

Kitty.  No,  sir,  by  no  means. 

Billy.  Noble-minded  woman  ! 

Kitty.  [Aside,  and  taking  out  a  vial.]  This  liquid,  sent 
me  by  Monsieur  Chabert, 

The  fire-king,  w'ill  sow  him  up.  [ Pouring  it  into  theghss.] 
Now’  drink 
With  me,  sir. 

Billy.  After  you,  madam. 

Kitty.  No,  sir,  I  insist. 

Billy.  [Drinks.]  You’re  very  kind. 

Kitty.  Call  you  that  drinking?  ’tis  a  sparrow’s  sip. 
Again,  sir. 

Billy.  With  pleasure.  [Drinks* 

Kitty.  Finish  it,  sir. 

Billy.  Beauty  commands,  and  Billy  must  obey. 
[Empties  the  glass.]  Waiter  ! 

Enter  Waiter ,  L. 

Fill  this  again,  and  make  it  stronger  still  : 

Yet,  hold— my  score,  you  say,  is - 

Wai.  Three  and  sixpence,  sir. 

Billy.  That  will  not  do  ;  I  should  not  owe  so  much. 
That  sum  I  like  not — I  must  alter  it. 

What,  three  and  sixpence  !  put  up  the  rum  and  water. 
’Twill  alter  it  to  four  and  twopence,  boy 
And  that  includes  a  trifle  for  yourself. 

Wai.  You  are  a  gentleman. 

Billy.  I  know’  I  am  a  gentleman; 

My  venerable  father  doth  support  me — 

Some  folks  may  call  me  cannibal  for  this, 

And  say  I  live  upon  him — w  hat  care  1 1 

Enter  Waiter,  xvith  glass  filled — he  hands  it  to  Billy ,  and  exit ,  L. 
Now,  sweetest,  [To  Kitty.]  will  you  sit  upon  my  knee, 
Or  shall  I  lay  my  head  upon  your  lap  ? 

Kitty.  No,  sir:  this  pleasant  party  should  be  all  alive, 
Like  Wombwell’s  quadrupeds — we’ll  sing  and  dance. 

Billy.  Agreed,  agreed  ;  I’m  ripe  for  anything, 

And,  like  the  jolly  boys  at  night  in  Fleet  Street, 

Will  not  go  home  this  morning.  Where’s  the  grog"? 

[Drinks  it  all. 

Huzza !  huzza  !  whatever  may  be  done, 

My  soul’s  in  arms,  and  eager  for  the  fun. 
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Billy. 


Kitty. 


Billy, 


Chorus. 

Kitty. 


Billy. 


Kitty. 


Chorus. 


DULT.  Billy  Taylor  and  Kitty  Sligo. 

^1r>  “  Barney  Brallaghan’s  Courtship.'’ 

On  such  an  occasion  as  this, 

liuie  and  nonsense  scorning. 

Nothing  shall  come  amiss. 

And  we  won't  go  home  till  morning.' 

Why  should  we  break  up  8 

Our  snug  and  pleasant  party? 

lime  was  made  for  slaves. 

But  never  for  us  so  hearty. 

Here  we’ll  stay, 

Singing,  dancing,  frolicking; 

T'ant  the  time  o’  day 
To  be  melancholic  in. 

Here  we’ll  stay,  &c. 

Give  me  your  hand,  my  dear, 

I  must  not  see  you  tumble  ; 

1  hough  at  a  song  or  a  dance, 

I’m  never  the  w  oman  to  grumble. 

You  may  do  with  me 

Whatever  you  please,  my  beauty  ; 

I  m  an  elegant  man, 

And  always  know  my  duty. 

Here  we’ll  stay, 

Singing,  dancing,  frolicking; 

T’ant  the  time  o’  day 
To  be  melancholic  in. 

Here  we’ll  stay,  &c. 


[They  break  of  into  a  Jive-handed  reel,  with  Brown,  Jones 

into  athaw’  eX‘l  °fU,hich  Bi“y  falh 

Enter  Waiter ,  l. 

Wat.  My  master  says  you  all  must  leave  the  house  • 
A  war  broke  out  about  an  hour  a^o 

And  press-gangs  are  abroad  :  they’re  coining  here 
To  press  you  all.  h 

Rob.  Ha  !  which  way  come  they  ? 

Wai.  By  the  front  of  the  house. 

R°b-  Vj®n"s'SreSS  by  the  baCk-  Come’  Brow"  and 

The  hearts  of  press-gangs  harder  are  than  stones. 
lf/  .  -j. T  lLxeunt  Brown,  Jones,  and  Robinson,  running  r 
Wax  Now,  ma  am,  we  must  shut  up,  if  Vou  please 
t<ltty-  Leave  us  a  moment,  waiter.  Go,  I  pray  you  — 
There  s  money  for  your  pains.  I  y  >  , 

[Mvs,c.-She  gives  , noney  to  the  Waiter,  who  hows  and  exit, 
L.— Kitty  opens  the  door  in  flat,  and  beckons. 
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Enter  Carolus,  d.  f.,  as  a  New  Policeman- he  starts  at  seeing 
Billy ,  draws  a  dagger „  and  is  about  to  despatch  him 
u-hen  Kitty  airests  his  arm,  and  beckons  to  the  Pi  ess-gang. 

Enter  the  Press-gang,  d.  f.,  two  of  them  with  handspikes. 
Kitty.  Hush!  you’re  the  press-gang.  Where’s  the 
four-and  twenty  1 
Here  are  but  six. 

Car.  The  rest  are  all  outside.  , 

Kitty.  Here  is  a  man  wound  up  to  the  right  pitcti 

To  be  a  hardy  tar ;  take  him  away, 

And  press  him  oft'  to  sea.  .  # 

[Exeunt  Carolus  and  the  Press-gang,  D.  F.,  bearing  Billy  off 

in  the  chair ,  a  Id  Guido  Pawkes. 


PIANO  CHORUS.—1 “  Peaceful  Slumbering 

Gently  snoring  like  a  piggy, 

Billy  dreams  no  danger  near; 

How  lie’ll  stamp  and  pull  his  wiggy, 

When  lie  wakes  and  finds  this  here. 

Hushaby,  hushaby. 


SCENE  III. — An  Apartment  at  Miss  Wag  staff’s. 
Enter  Mary  Wagstaff  and  Carolus  Lanternius,  l. 
Mary.  What  say  you?  gone!  My  William  Taylor 

gone  !  ,  .  . 

Car.  To  sea,  miss,  for  a  sailor,  they  have  press  d  him  ; 
And,  having  press’d  him,  may  I  now  press  you 

To  listen  to  my  suit.  -  „  _  . 

Mary.  Your  suit,  presumptuous  fellow,  suits  me  not; 

And,  though  you’re  in  a  new  suit  here,  to  sue, 

Yet  1  am  proof  against  the  newest  suit, 

And  can’t  forget  my  William.  Gone  to  sea  ? 

What  ship  ? 

Car.  The  Thunder-bomb. 

Mary.  What  ship  is  she  ? 

Car.  She  is  a  man - 

Mary.  A  man ! 

Car.  She  is  a  man-of-war. 

Mary.  Oh,  true. 

Car.  Behold  me  at  your  feet—  [ Kneeling . 

Look  down  upon  me. 

Here’s  six-foot  at  your  feet :  come,  take  me  up, 

And  put  me  in  your  heart.  Nay,  do  not  scorn  me  : 

I  lyive  a  genteel  situation  now, 

And  am  no  more  a  dull  drab-coated  watchman. 
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Mary.  Sir,  quit  the  house. 

Car.  Madam,  I  shall  not  go,  [ -Ruing- . 

Till  it  be  necessary — ’tis  my  duty,  madam, 

To  be  acquainted  with  each  house’s  inmate, 

Their  occupation,  name,  and  character, 

And,  till  I’m  so  acquainted,  go  I  do  not. 

Mary.  You  know  my  father  is  a  fancy  baker  ; 

He  has  four  men  to  carry  out  his  bread, 

And  they  shall  carry  you  out,  if  you  stay  ; 

Thou  unboiled  lobster,  hence. 

Car.  To  please  you,  then,  I’ll  go. — Madam,  farewell ! 
In  a  few  days,  another  tale  you’ll  tell.  [Exit,  L. 

Mary.  I’m  glad  the  fellow’s  gone!  My  William 
press’d  ! 

Mary  is  miserable,  for  William’s  press’d  ; 

That  press’d,  that  single,  that  unmarried  word, 

That  press’d,  hath  slain  myself,  and  all  my  family  ! 
Sweet  William  Taylor’s  press'd  !  To  say  that  word, 

Is  father,  mother,  cousin  John,  and  aunt, 

My  great-aunt  Sheepshanks,  and  uncle  James. 

All  killed  !  all  done  for  !  [Carolus  glides  in,  and  listens ,  L. 

Hold  !  I  have  a  thought.  t 

Can  I  not  after  my  dear  BjJ]y  follow,  * 

As  a  young  sailor-boy,  and  watch  him  as 
The  Cherub  watch’d  poor  Jack  ? — I  will !  I  will  ! 

A  little  girl  once  went  to  school  with  me  ; 

She  had  a  brother  who  once  went  to  sea, — 

His  name  was  Richard  Carr  ;  I’ll  take  that  name, 

And  purchase  clothes  like  his— perhaps  the  same. 

If  not  worn  out,  or  parted  with  for  gain, 

She’ll  lend  them  me. — Now,  Mary  !  for  the  main. 

SONG. — Mary  Wagstaff. 

AIR. — “  Follow,  follow  over  Mountain.” 

Follow,  follow  my  true  lover!  follow,  follow  to  the  sea; 

He's  gone  on  board  a  man-of-war,  and  I  will  follow  he. 

With  the  waters  of  the  briny  main  I’ll  mix  a  cup  of  bliss  ; 

Then,  if  he  tumbles  overboard,  it  will  not  taste  amiss. 

Follow,  follow,  &c. 

But  woman’s  love  is  dearly  bought,  if  she’s  oblig’d  to  lay 
Her  money  out  in  man’s  attire,  that  she  may  run  away ; 

But  never  mind.  I’ll  mix  my  dear  his  grog  and  make  his  duff, 
Sing  him  asleep,  and  tickle  him  when  he  has  slept  enough. 

Follow,  follow,  &c. 

[Exit,  r. 

Car.  [Coming  forward .]  She’ll  follow  him,  it  seeifls  • 
Well,  be  it  so — 
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I’ll  follow  her,  and  I  to  sea  will  go. 

I’ll  leave  my  situation,  join  the  Trench, 

Blow  up  their  ship,  and  boldly  win  my  wench  ! 

Thus,  when  a  man,  after  long  toil  and  pains, 

Opens  a  shop,  and  counts  upon  his  gains, 

Things  all  go  cross  till  he’s  no  cash  to  pay, 

Then  smashes — whitewashes.- — or  runs  away.  [  -  > 


SCENE  IV. — The  Gangway  of  the  Thunder  bomb. 

Captain  Flatbottom  discovered  on  a  tub  with  a  bowl  of 
punch  before  him— Billy  Taylor  seated  on  a  gun  with 
Kitty  Sligo  on  his  knee,  and  Sailors  drinking-and  carousing. 

GLEE. _ Billy  Taylor,  Captain  Flatbottom,  and 

Kitty  Sligo. 


When  the  wind  blows,  then  the  ship  goes 
We  dance  and  sing  so  jolly  ; 

When  the  wind  drops,  then  the  ship  stops, 

And  we  turn  molloncholy. 

Capt.  F.  Splice  my  old  trousers  !  here’s  a  life  to  lead  ! 
Eh,  Billy  Taylor !  what  say  you  to  tins'? 

Your  Saturday-niglits  ashore  are  nonsense 
To  this  tine  fun  !  here’s  wives  and  sweethearts,  boy  . 
Crew.  We  all  drink,  wives  and  sweethearts  ! 

Billy.  [Comes  forward.']  I  cannot  drink  my  sweetheart. 

I  have  tried, 

And  sweetheart  sticks  in  my  throat. 

Kitty.  My  gentle  Billy,  why  are  you  so  sad  ? 

Billy.  I’m  thinking  of  my  parents,  and  the  bellman, 
Who  now  are  crying  for  me,  and  the  crowd 
That  will  assemble  round  the  bills  i1  the  street 
Describing  my  appearance,  and  my  missing  : — 

“  Lost  or  mislaid,  a  tine  young  man  ;  his  height 
Five  feet  eleven,  his  nose  a  little  prominent, 

His  two  eyes  roguish,  and  his  voice  as  sweet 
As  pan-pipes  in  the  Regent’s  Park  o’nights 
[Sobbing.]  I  shall  not  like  this  life— l  have  been  used 
To  lay^in  bed  o’mornings,  and  to  have 
Hot  rolls  and  coffee,  and  the  daily  paper  ; 

When  eggs  were  in  ;  I’d  eggs — when  ham,  I  d  ham 
INI i nee  pies  and  niceties  for  lunch  and  tea, 

Say,  can  I  think  of  these,  and  let  them  pass 
Without  a  sigh,  my  Kitty  ? 

Capt.  F.  Billy,  I  understand  that  you  can  dance  ; 

So,  we  desire  a  hornpipe. 
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liilly.  Pardon  me - 

Cupt.  F.  All  jolly  sailors  dance,  so  dance  avvav  • 
r  the  rope's  entl  a  little  tune  shall  play  '  ’ 

upon  your  back.  v  y 

S;  P  the  ?rcte,TO'l  The  college  Hornpipe  pray 
[Billy  dances  a  hornpipe,  at  the  end  of  which—  *  1  Y 

Enter  Sailor ,  r. 

Tf;::‘:rlhS:"-  here’f  a  -Uor-boy  has  volunteer'll 
l  o  join  the  crew— he  likes  the  Tbuuderbomb, 

And,  hearing  we  had  sail’d,  he  took  a  stea.ne 
And  overtook  us. 

Cup*.  F.  Let  him  approach  :  though  we  are  nautical 
The  volunteers  by  no  means  we  despise.  nau,lca'> 

Sailor.  Yeo  ho,  my  hearty. 

Music.  Enter  Mary,  dressed  as  asailor-boy-she  courtsesies 

to  the  Captain . 

Copt .  F.  Hollo  !  what  lubber’s  this,  who  makes  tome 
Such  an  obeisance.  10  me 

Mary.  [Me.]  Oh,  bless  me  !  I’d  forgot  I’m  now  a 
*11  an  ^ 

Ariel  ought  to  bow,  not  courtesy.  [Bow* 

P  yLIm!:°mHhiaS  like  !  We,1^“"’re  a  -art 

And  may  become  a  middy. 

Mary.  [ Seeing  Billy  ]  Ha  ! 

/I/,?™  ^'Ihat’S  {nfthe,wind,  my  little  breeches  ? 
r  a  ■ 1 J^?thing  particular,  I  assure  you,  sir. 

{Aside.]  He  s  got  a  lady  with  him  !  Cruel  William  ! 

apt.  E.  All  you  young  sailor-boys  must  pig  together 
And  learn  to  reef  and  steer-that  young  man,  there 
will  be  your  messmate. 

BUhy  [ro  Mary,  shaking  her  by  the  hand.-]  I’m  very  proud 
to  see  you,  sir,  and  hope 

We  shali  be  more  acquainted-what’s  your  name  ? 

Mary.  My  name  is  Kichard  Carr. 

Billy.  Carr,  Richard  Carr-I’ve  heard  that  name  before: 
l>ut  Carr  s  a  common  name — allow  me  sir 
To  introduce  my  wife  ?  My  love,  this  gentleman 

Is  Mr.  Carr— and,  Mr.  Carr,  this  lady  ^lnbodutln"  h,lhJ' 

Is  Mrs.  W.  Taylor. 

Kitty.  Hope  you’re  well,  sir  ?  [Shaking  hands. 

Mary.  Never  better,  my  hearty  ! 

•  Kitty.  He  little  thinks  what  kind  of  a  wife  I  am 

c  2 


28 


BILLY  TAYLOR. 


[ACT  I. 


Mary,  f  Aid..]  And  married,  too  !  he'll  have  a  precious 
life ;  , 

f"  Come?’comaen;C-turSaturday  night,  and  we 
Again  to  have  a  song— young  sailor-boy, 

SakC4n  Mv  mother  had  a  maid  call’d  Nelly  Jones  ; 

She  was  in  love,  and  he  she  lov’d  proved  fa  se  „ 

And  did  forsake  her  ;  she’d  a  song  of  Chip  Chow , 

An  old  thing  ’twas,  but  it  express  d  her  story  , 

And  she  died  humming  it— that  son?  william 

Haunts  me  like  anything.-  Now,  [Aside  J  Master  YV  dliam, 

Your  conscience  will  l  tickle. 

SONG. — Mary  Wagstaff. 

AIR _ “  Chip  Chow," — Sung  dolefully. 

A  single  man  once  ■“'rae'*  lo  Uel’ ; 
Shecymtakf™Hr.  See” Vobuin’i ’»»«  crockery  and  cl, airs. 
ForVear'lhc  charge  of  housekeeping  might  take  h„n 

r  At  the  end  of  each  verse ,  s he  looks  earnestly  at  billy  he 
1 amars  JjM-a  pau’se  of  mean,,, g-she  then  mently 

ben-ins  the  Chorus. 

Chip  chow,  cherry  chow, 

Fol  de  ro  1,  <1e  riddy  iddy. 

[ Here  the  Crew -take  it  up. 

Chip  chow,  cherry  chow, 

Fol  de  rol,  de  ray. 

The  money  for  these  articles  was  really  thrown  away, 

For  news  one  morning  came  to  her,  men  in  blue  array 
Hart  ta’en  her  lover  to  the  wars  ;  so  she,  in  sailors  trim, 

Thought  proper  to  forsake  her  home,  .nd  boldly 

She  follow'd  him  on  board  a  ship,  but  to  her  great  surprise 
‘Qoff  forgot  the  beauty  bright  that  he 


So  seeing  this,  she  wisely  thought,  what  folly  'twas  to  grieve, 
And  her  young  man's  apparel  she  determined  ne  er  to  leave  , 
So,  as  a  smart  young  sailor-boy,  a  lady  s  heart  she  gain  d 
They  married  and  in  course  of  time  a  family  obtain  d. 


Billy.  That  song  and  singer  agitates  my  mind— 

It  points  at  me  and  Mary. 

First  S.  A  sail  !  a  sail  ! 

Capt.  F.  Two  !  two  !  .a  sloop  and  a  brig— it  is  an 
enemy  ! 
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Clear  !  clear  the  deck  for  action  !  to  your  guns, 

Bold  sailors — see,  they  bear  upon  us!  ha,  by  goles, 

It  is  a  fleet !  we’ll  blow  them  out  of  water. 

Hilly.  A  battle!  I’m  alarm’d  !  these  cannon-balls 
Are  awkward  things  to  meet. 

Capt.  F.  Now,  ladies,  go  below,  or  the  thick  smoke 
May  make  you  cough. 

[Music.— T/ie  guns  are  pointed,  and  the  tvomen,  with  Kitty 
Shgo,  go  down  the  hatchway,  Kitty  having  first  shook  hands 
with  and  comforted  Billy. 

(  apt.  F.  [To  Billy.']  Come,  come — no  flinching,  lad  ! 
here  is  your  gun — 

And  yours,  sir  j  [To  Mary.]  see  that  you  pepper  ’em 
While  I  retire. 

[Music.  Exit  the  Captain,  L. — Billy  takes  a  rammer, 
and  looks  at  his  gun  in  despair — Mary  loads  hers  with  great 
determination,  putting  in  the  ball,  arid  ramming  it  down 
furiously. 

Billy.  What  a  ferocious  fellow  Mr.  Carr  is  ! 

He  seems  to  like  this  fighting.  As  for  me, 

I  never  let  a  gun  off  in  my  life, 

And,  if  a  bomb  should  hit  the  Thunderoomb, 

W  ill  not  that  same  bomb  sink  it  to  the  bottom  ? 

Here  is  a  chest  — I’ll  presently  conceal, 

It  better  suits  my  nature. 

[Music. — Half  a  dozen  small  profile  ships  appear — they  tire 
broadsides  at  the  Thunder-bomb— Mary  gallantly  returns 
the  fire— a  shower  of  great  cannon-balls  is  rained  upon 
the  deck,  ji  om  the  little  ships — Billy  with  his  rammer  strikes 
them  back  again  in  a  fine  cricket-playing  style,  till  the 
balls  are  too  hard  for  him ,  when  he  jumps  into  the  chest, 
shutting  out  his  tail — Mary  fires  again,  and  the  fleet  are 
blown  up— they  go  out  of  sight— a  ball  strikes  Mary  on  the 
back,  and  she  falls  into  the  arms  of  a  Sailor,  who  'has  that 
instant  appeared— her  jacket  fiies  open,  and  her  female  dress 
is  discovered— the  Captain  and  Crew  rush  on  deck,  shouting. 

Capt.  F.  Victory  !  victory  !  we’ve  sunk  the  fleet. 

And  Britons  rule  the  waves  again — who’s  this  ? 

Sai.  Sir,  the  new  sailor  boy’s  turn’d  out  a  girl. 

Capt.  F.  A  girl !— Astonishing  !  Clear  all  the  deck. 
I’ll  speak  with  her  alone.  [The  Sailors  go  off,  r. 

Mary.  [Recovering.]  The  worst  of  being  a  sailor  is, 
one  daubs 

One’s  hands  so  with  the  nasty  pitch  and  tar. 

c  3 
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DUET.— Captain  Flatbottom  and  Mary  Wagstaff. 
Aif, — 4‘  Billy  Taylor . 


Capt.  F. 

Mary. 

Capt.  F. 

Mary. 

Both. 


Come,  my  hearty,  tell  me  l'hunly,-  ? 

Sav  what  wind  lias  blown  yon  here  . 
Why,’  sir,  I  come  for  to  seek  my  true  love, 
Whom  you  press’d,  and  l  love  so  dca  . 
Tidily  iddy,  toll,  loll, 

Tiddy  iddy,  toll,  loll, 

Tiddy  iddy,  toll,  loll, 
loll,  li,  da. 


Capt.F '. 
Mary. 


If  you  come  for  to  seek  your  true  love, 

Tell  unto  me  his  name,  I  pray. 

His  name,  kind  sir,  is  Billy  Taylor. 

Whom  you  press’d,  and  sent  to  sea. 

Clio.  [As  before.]  Tiddy  iddy,  toll,  loll,  &c. 

Cnvt  F  If  his  name  is  Billy  Taylor, 

^  *  '  He’s  most  cruel  and  severe  ; 

For,  rise  up  early  in  the  morning. 

And  you’ll  see  him  with  a  lady  lair. 
cho .  Tiddy  iddy,  toll,  loll,  &c. 

{Exit  the  Captain,  aancing  off,  r  —Mary  seats  her0elf  on  the 
1  chest— the  lid  of  it  moves  up  and  down.  _ 

Mary.  [Surprised.]  There’s  some  one  in  the  chest  . 

I  caught  a  glimpse  , 

Of  a  huge  nose,  and  know  ’tis  William  Taylor  s  ^ 

The  treacherous  \\  illiam  1  aylor  s  .  ’  , 

A  sword  and  pistol,  how  I’d  slash  and  shoot  • 

[Kitty  Sligo  appears  up  the  hatchway -she  goes  to  the  chest , 
opens  it,  and  brings  out  Bilty. 

A  sword  and  ^  pMol  mme  at  her  command. 

Some  power  invisible  favours  my  intent !  } 

I’ve  called  for  sword  and  pistol,  and  they  ve  come 
At  my  command  ! 

Ha,  there  he  is  !  Thou  perjured  caitiff,  die  . 

’Tis  Mary  Wagstaff  shoots  thee. 

[She  shoots  Billy,  as  Kitty  is  leading  him  down,  the  hatch¬ 
way— Billy  runs  on  the  deck,  pals,  and  bleeding,- Bitty 
Sligo  screams  and  disappears . 

Billy.  Ha,  I  am  slain  .  ..  . 

Oh,  fatal  marksman  !  with  what  charmed  bullet 
Have  you  thus  pepper’d  me?  Oh,  Mary,  Mary, 

No  shot  upon  the  first  day  ot  Septenrbei  ^ 

So  plump  a  partridge  ever  did  bring  down  . 
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I’m  falling— catch-me  !— No,  you  cannot  hold  me. 

You  once  tried,  don’t  you  know  l  Mary,  farewell « 
How  you  came  here,  ala?  !  I  cannot  tell 

[MtJSIC.  He  kisses  her  hand,  looks  at  her  reproachfully , 

and  falls. 

Enter  Captain  h latbottom  and  Crew ,  i., 

Capt.  F.  Now,  what’s  the  matter'* 

Ah  WiHiam  Taylor  slain  !  Who  has  done  this  ? 

Mary.  Nobody — I,  myself. 

Sailors.  [Without.]  Bring  him  along  ! 

Capt.  F.  Hollo  !  more  riots  !  What’s  the  matter,  now  ? 
A  P/isooer  we  have  taken,  somewhat  mad. 

He  talks  of  one  Miss  WagstafF,  tears  his  hair, 

And  is  quite  troublesome. 

Capt.F.  Let  him  approach. 

[Music. — The  Sailor  beckons  off,  l. 

Enter  Carolus,  l.,  pale  and  furious,  in  sailors  clothes,  con¬ 
ducted  by  Sailors. 

7  Car  -Curse  on  the  day  that  e’er  I  fell  in  love. 

And  left  my  situation  for  the  sea  ! 

Oh,  had  1  never  seen  Miss  Mary  Wagstaff, 

I  had  not  been  a  traitor  and  a  prisoner  :  5 

And  now  I’m  both  ! 
f  Mnry,  [Aside.  |  ’Tis  Carolus  ! 

I’ll  button  up  my  waistcoat,  else  he’ll  know  me 
And  tease  my  life  out. 

Capt.  F.  W  hat  are  you  talking  of,  you  ignoramus  ? 
How  came  you  with  the  enemy  ?  Take  him  hence, 

And  put  him  under  hatches. 

Car.  Then  I  am  lost,  and  Nicholas  has  deceived  me  < 
Blow,  winds,  and  sink  the  ship  !— Rage,  blow  ' 

\ou  grampusses,  and  other  large  fish,  spout, 

Till  you  have  drenched  the  captain,  drown’d’the  crew.— 
Ha,  ha  l  look  there  !  there’s  William  Taylor,  see 
And  Mary,  too — married,  and  both  in  business  !  ? 

And  there  s  old  Nicholas,  among  the  sailors, 

Grinning  with  joy,  and  showing  me  his  pitchfork,— 

I  fee  1  it— Oh— Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

[ Tails  into  the  arms  of  the  Sailors.. 

Enter  Old  Nick,  through  the  Deck ,  c. 

Old  N.  Carolus  ! 
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Car.  Ha  !  have  you  come  to  save  me  ? 

Old  N.  I  am  here 
To  take  you  home  with  me  ; 

Your  time  has  come. 

OwVN°U  Si  te.ll.you  ;  and  you  see  me  here 

No  more  as  Katherine  Sligo,  but  as  he 

Who  came  when  you  did  Ml  J 

i^'a^rot'sixminutes. 

Fool,  the  cognovit  Jou J^f^uten  there 

fn  four-and-twentyhours  you  shall  be 

MjcrPwi  fool!  fool!  how  could  I  he  so  curs’d 
To  sign  a  paper,  and  not  read  it  firs  . 

Old  N.  Come,  come,  1  w  a  •  ther  minute. . 

Car.  No,  no,  not  yet  ol„e. 

Old  N.  Not  a  secon  .  ’  0y  Nicb  sinks  into 

Billv  \SiUing  up.]  I’m  glad  he  s  gone. 

M^s^Wagstaff^p^aylforgive^ne 

A  devil  in  petticoats.  Oh,  Mary,  lo  , 

Forgive  me-pray,  forgive  me  .  make  her 

Capt  F.  Of  course  she  will,  ana  1 

She  is  a* bold  wench,  and  shall  henceforth  be 

The  First  Lieutenant  of  the  Thunderbom  . 

The  t  j-Crew  shout— Mary  gives  her  hand  to  Billy. 

Billy .  Oh,  my  soul’s  joy  ! 

If  after  ev’ry  battle  comes  soch  peace^ 

Mav  fight  and  victories  hencefoith  increase. 
Inconstancy’s  a  crime  that’s  sure  to  carry 

So  still  continue  bold  Lieutenant  Fair  , 

And,  if  I  promise  to  become  a  sailor. 

Perhaps  you’ll  not  despise  poor  Billy  Taylor. 


SCENE  IV.] 
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Mary. 

Billy. 
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Capt.F. 


If  *  !?0k  over  your  being  a  rover, 

W ill  you  be  true  ? — 

Who*  _  ,  Yes,  Mary,  to  vou. 

'  ThI  ?  ?  ?  m.an  <lo>  when  the  devil’s  bis  drover 
The  lady’s  character  I  ne’er  knew. 

C;,rr>  I’ll  be  your  papa, 
v  or  I  applaud  you  for  what  you’ve  done  • 

You  shall  be,  as  yon  relish  the  sea  ’ 

n  .  Lieutenant  Carr  of  the  Thunder-bomb  - 

«r.  [Peeping  up  from  the  trap.]  Before  I  go,  l‘wish  to  know 
I  hough  my  fate  is  seal’d  in  black  and  white  ’ 

If  I  again  may  come  from  below, 
i  o  sign  my  cognovit  another  night  ? 

Before  we  go,  we  wish  to  know 
It  we  have  hit  your  taste  to-night  l 
An‘l 1  lf  here  you’ll  be  again,  to  see 
Billy  Taylor,  another  night? 


Clio. 


DISPOSITION  OF  THE  CHARACTERS  AT  THE 
FALL  OF  THE  CURTAIN. 

Cfew.  Billy.  Mary.  Capt.  F.  Crew. 


THE  END 
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